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Where, like   a  beehive, swarmed   the   surging
crowd,
To see the marriage of their princess dear ; And straightway in confusion wild they ran Without a purpose, but in various ways. Unto their homes some ran the news ^acquaint, Some to the wounded Bukka and his horse, But many to the riverside to find Their minister lying dead by arrow pierced.
The sorrow-stricken king spake not a word, But like a lifeless figure stood awhile. A sudden fit of frenzy overtook The king at last, and Timma's awful doom
He thundered forth in accents strong like these :
it " Be this my decree, forthwith known to all,
That Timma henceforth shall be banished from My land for this dishonour brought on me. He paved his way by murder to my throne, And sullied the fair name of my dear house.7' When these few   awful   words  the monarch
spoke,
Tears trickled down his eyes, and Timma from The bridal seat received his doom, 'stead of A blessing from the father of his bride.